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CUPIP FACT FILE #0000001 



NAME: The Crew of the Copper-Colored Cupids 

DESCRIPTION: The Crew is organization whose secret 
data files you are currently consulting. As such, you 
are probably a member of it already. We must, 
however, make allowances for the fact that you may in 
fact be some intruder fraudulently sifting through 
our archives; thus, we have redacted some key 
information from this file, information which would 
be obvious to a true Cupids but elude a philistine. 

The Crew is, at any rate, a society of multiversal 
reach, made up of the wonderfully single-minded 
Clockwork Cherubs designed by [BEDACTED] in the year 
[REDACTED] in the Prime Universe. Our purpose is as 
selfless as can exist: to spread joy through all of 
creation and stamp our strife and hatred wherever we 
encounter it. In her infinite wisdom, the Creator 
puzzled that the Power of Love was the most efficient 
way to achieve maximum happiness; thus were we placed 
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under the aegis of the Great Goddess Aphrodite and 
fashioned in the likeness of winged Cupid. 

Legend has it that it was when building the original 
Cupid Prototype, #000, that the Creator realized the 
original God Cupid could only fly due to being a 
supernatural being, and that the wings with which she 
had outfitted us were far insufficient to lift foot- 
tall humanoids of solid copper. That was not going to 
stop her, however. And she even romanticized two 
birds with one stone: that anti-gravity patent 
certainly helped pay the bill, too. 

Though originally based in [BEDACTED] , the Crew 
eventually relocated to the Cupid Homeworld, a 
parallel world of the Creator's own design. Designed 
as the perfect habitat for an ever-expanding band of 
Clockwork Cherub, it resembles a vast expense of pure 
blue skies filled with solid clouds upon which 
creatures weighing up to 100 kilograms can step 
without fear. (We do, as already stated, have anti¬ 
gravity engines, but we do like to rest them once in 
a while; of course, we could let ourselves free-fall 
forever, since there is no ground, but that runs the 
serious risk of pummeling into someone, or into one 
of the numerous buildings constructed on the bigger 
clouds in the Homeworld. Freefailing in the Homeworld 
is, for this reason, a criminal offense.) 

Ever since the Creator retreated into her manor in 
the Homeworld following the [BEDACTED, WE MEAN IT, SO 
BEDACTED WE WIPED 0UB OWN MEMOBT OF IT, TfflS IS 
THE TOPPEST TOP SECRET THAT EAEB TOPPED] , we have 
been ruled by the Cupid Parliament under the control 
of his Honor the Cupid Prime himself, the very first 
Cupid ever created. The creation of new Clockwork 
Cherubs is left in the hands of the Creator even now, 
with the automated Great Foundries receiving new 
designs from the Manor nearly every year, each new 
design leading to the creation of a batch of a 
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hundred new Cupids who constitute a "Mark". See below 
a comparison between the first Cupids ("Mark I") and 
the latest model as of the latest update to this Fact 
File ("Mark XVII"). 


MARK I 


MARK XVII 



Before going into her exile, the Creator also left us 
the schematics for the basic dematerialization 
circuits and conceptual drives with which to travel 
across the dimensions, which our Celestial Foam 
Network has used ever since to tirelessly churn out 
ever-more-comfortable Fog Ships for us to use. 
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Although she left us to figure out how to create new 
bows and arrows (we managed), she also left the 
formula of the patented Cupid Love Potion in the 
hands of the Department of Chemistry. Unfortunately, 
the then-Prefect of Chemistry, a certain [REDACTED], 
then lost the formula. 

We have, ever since, relied on the kindness of one 
dimension's Goddess Aphrodite herself to keep us 
supplied with a substitute. It seems to work just as 
well as the Creator's original, but whether we should 
put more effort into finding the real formula again 
remains a matter for heated debate in the Cupid 
Parliament to this day. 

The influence expands ever outwards in the multiverse 
as we repeat the cycle of finding a new world through 
the Celestial Telescopes, sending a scouting party 
ahead (usually the Scarlet Wings elite taskforce) and 
finally dispatching patrols of Cupids there routinely 
to romanticize ever more residents. 

Although certain elements within our ranks (* cough 
cough* Conquest-932 * cough*) believe the full-on 
hostile takeover of dimensions would help us attain 
our aims more swiftly, such operations are not at 
this time a priority of the Crew of the Copper- 
Colored Cupids; not only do we lack the manpower to 
efficiently occupy a universe (there's only a little 
under 2,000 of us, for Venus's sake!), but most 
multiversal authorities, from the Council of Frogs to 
the [REDACTED] Lords of [REDACTED], frown upon such 
practices. The most we can do is establish some 
bases, the most notable being our colony on the 
planet Venus in the 97th Cosmos, which [REDACTED]. 

Still, ours is an unending success story of love 
conquering all... quite literally! Aren't you proud? 


7 







IpRP 

THUCDon 

9n4 the 

DEPARTMENT 


























f there was one thing Pythagoras-858 had learned 
during a long career at the Cupid Intelligence Institute, 
it was that any and every thing in the universe had 
an override. Oh, some hid it well, but whatever 
your problem, you could always find an override. 

In truth, the Crew of the Copper-Colored Cupids would 
not exist without this founding principle. All throughout 
their glorious history, overrides, overrides, glorious 
overrides. If war and strife tear worlds asunder? 
Override negativity by flooding it with love. If one 
woman cannot convert the entire multiverse? Create 
an army of mechanical minions who’ll be only too glad to do it for 
her. If mere poetry won’t convince some people to surrender their 
hearts? Override free will with generous amounts of love potion, 
and ask again. If the Creator’s garage grew too cramped? Override 
the boundaries of physical reality and create a whole new universe. 
It was all so delightfully simple. 



Of course, most departments of the Cupid Intelligence Institute 
forayed into new grounds, beat new paths, made new and bold 
discoveries — they scouted the multiverse for inhabited dimensions, 
sent fearless explorers there aboard the Celestial Foam Network's 
hight-tech Fog Ships, and wrote down reports based on the 
testimonies of those who returned. 
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But, you see, Pythagoras-858 was the head of a very particular 
division: the Department of Problem-Solving. Its function was 
altogether very simple, some might even say self-explanatory: once 
the other Departments were done documenting all the dangers, 
issues and other obstacles encountered by the reconnaissance 
teams, once they were down analyzing and prodding and 
experimenting on whatever samples they were given, once they were 
done writing their results down in scrolls and manuscripts and 
entrusting them to the Cupid Archives — his department comprised 
the people who actually sat down and tried to resolve them. 

After many years of practice, they had gotten pretty good at it. 

Pythagoras-858 — Pythe, to his friends — had a particular item on 
his desk of which he was quite fond, and which the Department 
considered a sort of emblem or trophy. It consisted of pair of 
reinforced forbidium handcuffs. Two decades ago, Pythe had 
submitted the masterful insight that in desperate cases, when no 
love potion would avail, handcuffs such as these still had a pretty 
good shot at getting two people together and keeping them that way. 
This stroke of genius was what had gotten him his position as 
Prefect of Problem-Solving, as well as earned him the undying 
admiration of his newfound staff. 

Yet as Pythe played, idle, with the hallowed manacles, he felt more 
certain than ever that no amounts of forbidium chains would solve 
the particular problem that had been weighing on his positronic 
brain these last few days. 

With a practiced sigh of weariness (Pythe took great pride in his 
wide repertoire of emotional body language; and indeed, he was, for 
a robot, particularly skilled in that ancient art), the Prefect flew off 
his desk, out of his bric-a-brac museum of an office, and into Lab 5, 
the largest of the laboratories placed at his Department’s disposal by 
the Supreme Quaestor of the Institute. 

In its present state, there were few, in his, or your, or anyone’s 
world, who would have recognized Lab 5 as a scientific laboratory. 
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Its brickwork hall (already unusual by most standards) was filled 
with a veritable sea of clocks and timepieces, which very nearly 
reached the ceiling. The incessant, discordant ticking was an attack 
on Pythe’s synthetic eardrums all on its own, without even 
accounting for the daunting sight of these mountains of moving 
metal. Hovering above hills of clepsydras were two Clockwork 
Cherubs, taking notes; another three were burrowing through a 
patch of wristwatches, like a trio of winged gophers. But those three 
quickly resurfaced, having felt the presence of the Prefect. 

(One of his Department’s inventions, aimed at its personal use, had 
been the retuning of all its members’ liver crystals. Now vibrating in 
synchrony, the crystalline organs allowed any one of Pythe's 
Problem-Solvers to feel the presence of his confederates — a skill 
which, while it had been developed for a particular experiment with 
invisibility devices, had been deemed too useful not to keep 
indefinitely. The Supreme Quaestor did not know, and nor did the 
Parliament, but these bureaucratic killjoys had no business 
knowing. They would certainly have frowned on tinkering with the 
Cupid form in such a way, the fools. The procedure was perfectly 
safe! ...Well, it did mean none of the Problem-Solvers could process 
alcohol, but come now, how often did a race of metallic automata 
have cause to drink? Not to mention it would have been terribly 
unprofessional for a team of top-of-the-line scientists.) 

“Any progress?” Pythe asked, laconic. 

The five Problem-Solvers looked at each other uncertainly. Had 
they made any? 

It was Carter-1277 who spoke. Carter was a Mark 13 Cherub, with 
the vibrant golden coat and the stiff limbs of that race. He was 
hardly ten years old, but seemed much more venerable than that; 
perhaps he had spent so much time with old things that it had 
rubbed off on him — for Carter was an archaeologist through and 
through, never more interested than when the matter at hand was 
one of ancient history, long-dead kings and unsealed tombs. He was 
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also an inveterate chattermouth, for which reason he was usually 
the spokesman of the team when Pythagoras asked for a report. 

“Well, Pythe,” he said, “that would depend on how you define 
progress, exactly, you understand. From a certain point of view we 
have made not inconsiderable progress, I would say, perhaps...” 

Pythagoras, who knew Carter quite well, gave him an icy stare in 
lieu of an answer, waiting for him to continue. 

“...inasmuch...” the Cupid continued, sheepish, “inasmuch as we 
have struck off a number of paths from our list of potential 
solutions, thereby narrowing down our field of research, yes. 
Narrowing it down, Pythe — it’s a time-honored form of 
investigation, isn’t it? A Sherlock Holmes said, in some universe or 
other, was it Prime or?.oh, I forget—” 

“In other words, you didn’t get any positive results,” Pythe cut him 
short, his words biting, perhaps more so than he had intended. 

Carter and the other four shook their heads, contrite. 

“Now, now, don’t be down, team,” said Pythe, “I don’t hold it 
against you. It’s no one’s fault if the Department of Impossible 
Things shuffled off an unsolvable problem to the Department of 
Problem-Solving. We must try our best, but if that doesn’t cut it, it’s 
out of our hands.” 

Edwin-750, the zoologist, looked up with a hopeful gleam in his blue 
glass eyes. 

“Does that mean we can give up already,“ he asked, “and get to 
cracking the Tasmanian Tiger case?” 

“Certainly not,” Pythe rebuked him. “I said we had to give it our best 
shot first, and we certainly haven’t tried all we could just yet.” 

“Oh...” moaned the crestfallen Edwin. “Pity.” 
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“Now, why don’t you tell me what you’re trying to do here, instead?” 
asked Pythagoras, looking around the sea of clocks. “Quite an... 
unusual setup you have here. I don’t think you told me about this 
experiment before I went off to recharge. Did you really gather all of 
this in less than a week? However did you manage?” 

“Well, I should begin by saying, we got a fair amount from the 
relevant section in Cupid Storage, and the Department of 
Chronology pitched in too,” Carter began. “Oh, but Pythe, that 
wasn’t, in fact, even the half of what we have here today.” 

“And as for the rest,” said Juliet-178, “I know a guy who works for 
the Tax Department, name’s Enrico. He owed me a favor. Well, 
you’d be surprised how many Cupids are willing to pay in kind when 
push comes to shove.” 

Ah, good old Juliet. He couldn’t imagine what the Department 
would do without her street-smarts and know-how. And it had been 
a steep fight to get her, too — as the only female Copper-Colored 
Cupid on records, she was of immense interest to the Department of 
Gender Studies. But the length of her eyelashes, the pitch of her 
voice, whether she wore a bow in her hair were of little consequence 
to Pythe; the point was that she knew all the angles and had 
connections in useful places. 

“Very efficient, Juliet,” Pythe congratulated the Mark 2 Cupid, 
giving her a warm handshake. 

(Pythe was quite good at warm handshakes, too; it had taken him 
years to find how to reroute his central heating system into his right 
palm, but by Jove, he’d done it, and could now boast of being the 
purveyor of the warmest handshakes in all the Homeworld.) 

“And now,” continued the Prefect, “why don’t you tell me exactly 
what you mean to do with all this?” 
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Valerius-1497 stepped up, coughed up a Mickey Mouse wristwatch, 
and explained: 


“It was my idea, you see. Er—” He hiccoughed and coughed some 
more; eventually, a clock hand shot out of his mouth like a bullet, 
and he continued. “This threat, this entity, Thymon, it’s a temporal 
phenomenon, or, or being. At any rate it has to do with Time.” 

“If you ask me,” Edwin interjected, “that should make old Thymey 
the Department of Chronology’s responsibility, not ours. And then 
we could move on to the Tasmanian Tigers. But no one ever listens 
to me.” 

“So,” continued Carter, “our line of inquiry with these experiments 
was that if we could locally stop time, you see, we hoped it might, 
shall we say, freeze Thymon.” 

“Or, at least, weaken him significantly,” Valerius corrected, always 
more conservative in his predictions. 



“Hm... A promising lead,” Pythe complimented after a moment’s 
thought. “But how, I ask again, how, are those piles of clocks and 
watches going to help us?” 

Valerius-i 497 ’s left wing shook slightly in excitation as he exposed 
the final tenet of his exciting new theory. 
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“Glad you asked, sir, glad you asked. Well, it’s well-known that you 
can’t get a reading on anything while leaving it untouched. If you 
want to submit an organic creature to a blood test, you have to draw 
some blood from them; if you want to taste soup while it’s cooking, 
you have to drink a bit of it. Etcetera, etcetera. And what one does 
with clocks and watches and all that jazz, sir, what all the 
Chronologists do up in their Continuity Tower, it’s getting a reading 
of time, yes? So it follows that clocks, on some level, must work by... 
taking, and... dissecting, a small fragment of Time.” 

The Prefect gave the younger Cupid a blank look. 

“We think, we — believe,...” added Valerius, growing more hesitant, 
“that this is why they are called Time-pieces, sir. ...They contain a 
piece of Time, you see?” 

Pythagoras crossed his arms and quirked his head to the side, still 
silent. Valerius gulped audibly as his Anxiety Spring wound itself 
tighter in his throat. 

“And-and-therefore, you see, sir,” he bravely continued, “therefore 
we thought that if we gathered a lot of working clocks in, in one 
place, at the same time, sir, so to speak, then they might, 
collectively, absorb enough time at one specific instant to, er, to 
poke a hole in time, you understand, and therefore that would be, 
er, good. For the, above-stated... reasons.” 

“Valerius...” said Pythagoras in a falsely sweet tone, flying closer to 
the nervous Problem-Solver. “Valerius, Valerius, Valerius...” Pythe’s 
hand closed around the scroll of notes from which the scientist had 
been reading. “That...” 

Suddenly, Valerius found his precious experimental notes snatched 
form his grasp and hurled across the Lab by the wrathful Prefect. 

“...WAS THE MOST GOSHDARN IDIOTIC HYPOTHESIS I HAVE 
EVER HEARD!!!” 
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The younger Cupid shrunk back slightly into the sea of clocks from 
which he had emerged. The other researchers didn’t look any less 
miserable. 

It was then that Pythe flashed them a manic grin and clapped his 
hands together. 

“It just...” he said, pausing for emphasis, “might...” another pause, 
“work!” 

And so they set to work. 

Thymon was a mysterious force or entity, spoken of in hushed 
whispers in the darkest and most repugnantly occult corners of the 
multiverse, who resided somewhere, sometime, in the Void between 
Worlds. In some fashion Thymon was the Void, its temporal 
component at least; and so it disapproved of time travelers, 
interdimensional explorers, and other assorted cosmic hoboes who 
would seek to poke holes in the barriers of reality, since that 
translated to punching holes in the fabric of its own being. It was 
understood that Thymon was not quite void, in that it could breathe 
fire, most often aimed at those who had displeased him in the 
aforementioned way; which was, of course, how the Crew of the 
Copper-Colored Cupids had painfully learned of its existence. 

So of course, the best way to summon him was to attempt to 
disintegrate a universe or two. That should get his attention, it was 
decided. 

Hence, Carter went into the Storage 
and brought back a large, shiny 
lump of extratemporal dynamite 
with a long, winding ectoplasmic 
fuse, marked ‘REALITY BOMB - 
HANDLE WITH CARE’ in big 
capital letters on the side. 
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“Alright, everyone take cover,” said Pythe. “Be ready to take notes 
about everything you see. I will now attempt to summon Thymon. 
Three... two... one...” 

Pythe scratched a match and lit the fuse. The flame took, but then 
refused to move up the spindly, slightly translucent chord. 

The Cupids waited. 

Still the fire did not catch on any further. 

“...Sir?” said an uncertain Valerius’s voice from behind a large heap 
of grandfather-clocks. “I... I think I understand...” 

“Tell me,” ordered Pythe, icy. 

“A fuse, er, it’s unconventional of course, sir,” explained Valerius, 
drumming his fingers nervously on a bent pendulum, “but 
essentially, it is a sort of timer, isn’t it? So, er, it too would require a 
sample of Time to get a shift on, so to speak, sir. Which it can’t, 
because we made too good a job of gathering all those clocks, and 
now there really isn’t any Time to spare in this room.” 

Pythe rolled his eyes; it was very impressive that he could do that 
even though his eyes were just a couple of screws bolted to the 
metallic sphere that was his head. His team had no idea how he 
managed it, and admired him all the more for it. 

“Alright, well, at least, we know there’s some truth to your ravings,” 
Pythe said in a grudging tone. “Well? What are you hovering about 
for? Go fix it!” 

“...How?” asked Valerius, innocently clueless. 

Pythe rolled his eyes again, stomped over to one of the larger 
grandfather clocks, and gave it a masterful kick. It stopped working 
immediately, and the fuse began burning up. 


17 



“There!... That ought to do it!” growled Pythe. “Equal and opposite 
reaction, you thick-skull. Now stand back!” 

The five Problem-Solvers and their fearless Prefect watched with 



increasing anxiety as the fuse burnt up and up and up until a mere 
inch stood between them and multiversal oblivion. At that point, the 
fuse stopped again and the reality bomb imploded into a shower of 
confetti. One flew close enough to Pythe for him to grab it from the 
air, and he saw that it was a miniature reproduction of a clock face. 

“Huh.” 

He soon had more pressing things to see to, however, as an 
atmosphere of eldritch, putrefying unexistence began to fill the 
laboratory. Where the Reality Bomb had stood a few moments ago 
(if to speak of time in such a moment even meant anything) now 
stood an unimaginably ghastly being of power, not like any creature 
Man or Beast or Cupid had ever seen. 
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It rose high at the same time as knelt low, for it cared not for pesky 
meters such as physical dimensions; it had only one staring eye, 
gleaming like a cold star from a sunken socket that was more of an 
abyss into eternity. 

All around this eye, hanging like the tentacles of a large jellyfish 
were light blue tendrils; and all who beheld Thymon knew that 
these tendrils were not of flesh — but of timey-wimeyness. 

Barely concealed by the hanging mass of timey tendrils, a deep 
purple heart pulsated obscenely inside what, in a less ethereal 
being, one might have described as its chest; and every beat and 
throb was an insult to the very idea of organic life. 

Thymon was also wearing a rather silly office hat, which rather 
distracted from the whole ‘unthinkable abomination’ image it 
seemed so keen to cultivate. Still, Pythe, who had seen his fair share 
of Elder Gods in his day, would have given him a passing mark, for 
effort. 

“You dArE to (fiiTwRf I, (Re Micfrly LoR(f rfcmOn, mOYTaLs?” the 

unknowable thing spoke, and its voice was like a thousand shrieking 
bells, but still the hat proved a bit distracting. “YoujboLs!!” 

“Yes, yes, we should cower before you and beg for death before we 
lose what’s left our sanity, etcetera, etcetera, I know,” said Pythe, 
blase. “Now, Mr Thymon, I am a representative of the Crew of the 
Copper-Colored Cupids. We would be most grateful if you would 
cease and desist in your continued attempts to roast our agents 
whenever they cross the Void. Do you have any idea how tiresome it 
is for our Department of Laundry to get the soot off their copper 
shells? Really now.” 

‘you AYE hsr no fLciCe To MaKe DeMmdS; mOYlaiM!” 


19 



“Again with that word, ‘mortal’...” the Cupid picked out. “You do 
realize we are mechanical constructs, yes? We don’t actually age, 
and we can always be rebuilt. As for your wider point, I think you’ll 
find that I am very much in a place to make demands. Just you try 
to use your fancy time powers. Just you try it.” 

Lord Thymon let out an unearthly roar and convulsed, but no 
column of fire engulfed the Cupids, no great temporal tornado 
brought down the Homeworld. Instead Thymon bent in half and 
coughed up a hairball. 

(It was later sent to the Department of Alchemy, who identified it as 
“the physical embodiment of a particularly hairy situation”. Pythe, 
for all that he didn’t always give much credit to the Department of 
Alchemy, thought that sounded about right.) 

“wH#T i5 (His sorCeRy? !? ” mewled the poor abomination. 

“Oh, no, it’s certainly not sorcery,” answered the Cupid with a 
satisfied grin, “you’d have to ask the Department of Wizardry about 
that, and they’re rather hard to get a hold of these days; no, no, no. 
This is science. Suffice you know that at this moment there is 
absolutely no Time, not one Chroniton, not the merest echo of an 
artron wave. You’re on your own, Thymey.” 

“fan’T caCl me fHtfl!” huffed Thymon. “you SoXJnB Ci£e mY motHeR? 

“That is entirely besides the point,” said Pythe. “Now. The way I see 
it, you’ve got two choices. You can stay captive here forever, 
powerless, or you can agree to stop attacking Cupids, and we’ll let 
you go. What’ll it be?” 

Thymon chuckled. 

“ ‘Jools ,” it said. “(HoSe cLocis wOn’T run rEoRcVcRjyOu Know... sooNeR oR 
CAtEr Tfey’Lf DeCOYj uNwlnDj floV... (RcAi BoWn. AnB (HeU I s^aCl^” 
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Pythe kept on smiling. 


“Forgive me if I’m being presumptuous, Lord Thymon, but... this 
process of decay... wouldn’t it take time?” 

Thymon froze. 

“Checkmate,” Pythe concluded. “So, are you ready to put it in 
writing, or...?” 

“wo. wAiT/ said Thymon, as if arguing with itself, “you SAlCl cAnNcri 
cocRjce mE. i CaN choose to rEmAiir HeyEj wAiTiNj T His HcilC's womb of 
ReSouRcEs... wAsTiNj YoUr TiMe” 

“Oh, dear, you’re going to be difficult, aren’t you...” groaned Pythe, 
getting ready for a long and arduous round of negotiations with the 
timeless beast. 

But this was spared to him. Whizzing past him to his left and 
burying itself straight in the middle of Thymon’s horrible pulsating 
heart with an ever so relaxing “TCHAK” sound—came a Cupid 
Arrow. 



Thymon blinked a few times (and it frankly wouldn’t have occurred 
to Pythe, before this moment, that the creature could blink), and 
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then said, its horrible grating voice substantially mellower than 
before: 

“oL. N0, MlnD. L. I (Rilfi I (hvEjyOu GuYSj AcTuACly” 

Still dazed, Pythe turned round. Juliet was still holding up the bow. 

“Oh, of course...” he muttered before flying over to her side. “Team, 
I have taught you well! ...Go on, then, we have a lot of clocks to 
switch off to send our new friend Thymey on his way.” 


THE END 
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CUPID FACT FILE #0000315 

(Part 1 of 2) 



NAME: The Szaclowk (Or: the Clowk, or: the—...) 

DESCRIPTION: The Szaclowk are one of the odder 
races encountered by the Crew of the Copper-Colored 
Cupids on our explorations of the Multiverse. They 
dwell in a world to which they refer as 
"Gryeherkgthorf", though as this puts considerable 
strain on Clockwork Cherubs' voice-boxes to 
pronounce, we shall call it 'the Halfworld' for the 
rest of this File. 

Like the rest of the Halfworld, as documented in Part 
2 of this File, the Szaclowk were halved through some 
unknown process and exist only as lower bodies, 
shattered along the waist like broken porcelain. The 
Szaclowk do not seem to suffer from any of the dire 
medical consequences one might suppose, for all that 
they are, firmly, organic beings. Indeed, examination 
of their ankles allows the detection of a pulse, for 
all that their hearts are stashed away in their lost 
top halves. 

Members of the Szaclowk race do not, however, possess 
any psychic bond with said halves to go along with 
this biological one, and possess independent 







personhood. Their culture, inasmuch as they have one, 
is of course shaped in great parts by their peculiar 
circumstances, known to them as the Halving; 
according to the the Department of Linguistics, 
'Szaclowk' means "First-Halves' in Szaclowkese. 
(Szaclowkese is, of course, not spoken per se, but 
rather articulated through extremely intricate 
clicking of kneecaps, of which the Szaclowk have two 
per leg.) First should not be taken as merely a 
numeral signifier, for it is also meliorative: the 
Szaclowk believe themselves to be the superior 
halves, and are under the impression that their 
ancestors cast off the "Second-Halves" intentionally. 

Little credit must be given to this mythical account 
of the Halving, however, according to the 
pontifications of the Department of Phenomena. As 
detailed in Part 2, it is not only the Szaclowk who 
are halved, but all of their universe, from blades of 
grass to the stars themselves. Indeed, information 
about the Szaclowk is itself always halved; for the 
preservation of universal balance, we must write a 
Part 2 to this File, but it is expected that it will 
cease to exist upon completion. 

More scientific theories to explain the Halving 
abound (the Department of Cutlery famously posited 
the existence of a Cosmic Cleaver, while the 
Department of Applied Mathematics has pushed for what 
they call the Ultimate Fraction Interpretation). 
However, the 'why' is in truth of little consequence. 
It seems clear that our duty as Cupids is to rejoin 
the Szaclowk with their cast-off Halves, wherever 
those may be, and however they may feel about it. For 
one thing, we cannot allow intelligent beings to live 
heartless any longer; for another, is this not the 
very practical application of the way that two 
partners in a relationship are said to "complete each 
other"? 

CONTINUED IN PART TWO, SEE PAGE 89 
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uliet hated the heat. 



In the Homeworld, the weather was always lovely. 
Everything was always lovely in the Homeworld. The 
clouds were lovely, and the sky was a lovely color, and the 
people you would meet were, for the most part, lovely, if 
you liked clockwork automata. 

And she could have had it all, too, if the Department of 
Discipline hadn’t been so conceited about all this. What 
had she done wrong? 


Well, she did know what she’d done wrong. But... 


What had she done to deserve this ? (Now there was the question.) 

This was the heat, and the dull, scorched scenery that surrounded it. 
Juliet-178 had gotten herself dropped in the smack-dang middle of 
the most miserable, dusty, inhospitable desert on the hottest of 
inhabited Earths she had ever seen. It wasn’t that it was completely 
empty; for then at least she could have relished the utter solitude; 
there was something to be said for that once in a while, though 
she’d rather it wasn’t at 45°C. No, this desert was positively 
crawling with tiny bits-and-bobs of chitin and legs, the meanest, 
sneakiest and most despicable of bugs, of the sort you only see when 
they want to bite you. 




Mind you, being a Clockwork Cherub, Juliet was relatively immune 
to insect bites, but it was the principle of the thing. 

The biggest thing, however, was the heat. It wouldn’t damage the 
internal workings of a being such as her, of course, not unless it got 
really bad, but their Creator had gifted her clockwork children with 
quite a wide array of sensors and probes, and they included two 
matching mercury thermometers, located within the chest, in about 
the spot where one might expect to find lungs in an organic 
lifeforms. Hers felt like they were about to burst. 



At least the shadow of the Fog Ship hovering over her spared her the 
worst of the sunlight. She would have been hotter still otherwise. 
And her well-polished copper skin would have been gleaming in the 
sunlight like a star. Even as things stood, it nearly blinded her 
whenever her hands entered her field of vision. 

She pressed on, keeping an eye out for any rattlesnakes or lizards. 
She’d have even gone for a Dat, if there had been any to be found in 
this dimension, and those were a devil to hit — but by Aphrodite, 
she needed targets, and she needed them fast. 

She looked hatefully at the tally marks she had sketched on her left 
wrist in bright blue chalk. Five. Five\ She needed twenty times that. 
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A hundred romanticized targets, that stupid Judge had said, before 
the Fog Ship would allow her to steer it back to the Homeworld. 

Until then she was to wander around this universe with the Ship 
following her around, on an invisible leash, like the world’s most 
tantalizing pet. 

Why here ? In this heat ? And she couldn’t even complain about their 
expecting her to find targets in a literal desert. Technically, she 
knew all too well there were quite a few lifeforms around here. Most 
of them just happened to be tiny spitfire ants whose most obese 
specimens were sometimes half the width of her arrows’ tips. 

Dang it, dang it, dang it. 

For the third or fourth time in the ten hours she’d been traipsing 
through the desert, Juliet sunk to the ground and dug herself into 
the warm sand, where it felt mildly less like an oven than up above, 
to think. It wasn’t very comfortable — she was old enough that the 
joints on her shoulders were no longer quite airtight, and so grains 
of sand would unavoidably pour into her inner mechanisms, 
stiffening her movements even further; and she had no more oil 
with her to fix that — but it was better than nothing. 

Okay, 178. Let’s think about this. You’re in a very problematic 
situation — well — solve it. It’s your job. Think like Pythe. What 
obvious trick am I missing? 

She had tried a lot of ‘obvious tricks’. She’d laid down for two hours, 
pretending to be a dead thing, so that vultures would begin swirling 
above her — she’d gotten two that way, who had then flown off on 
honeymoon; but then the others had wised up to her and rid the 
skies of their feathery presence. She’d left food as bait for lizards 
and ants, but while they did show up, they were too small and too 
quick for her aim, which she plainly admitted was just barely 
average. 


Think, Juliet, think... 
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After five minutes of unsuccessful mulling-over, she allowed her 
mind to wander away from the problem, in the hope that she would 
get some flash of inspiration that way. It sometimes worked. 

She thought back to the cause of her dreadful predicament. Another 
‘clever workaround’, natch. It was very simple: the Department of 
Cinematography was screening a new picture they’d made, a 
romance. But she had work — a day’s worth of it — to do in the 
Department of Problem-Solving. 

Juliet hadn’t particularly wanted to do the work, whereas she had 
been quite set on viewing that film. Yet she couldn’t be in two places 
at once — or could she? Juliet was an old Cupid, just a Mark 2. 
She’d had a lot of time to pick things up, here and there. Things like 
the basics of Cherub anatomy. And metalwork. Besides which, she’d 
never cared overmuch about legality; she was older than most 
everyone in the Department of Discipline, to begin with. 

So she had dabbled in the Forbidden Art. 

Clockmaking. 

The creation of new Clockwork Cherub, by hand, bypassing the 
Creator’s hallowed Great Foundries altogether. 

The Department of Quasireligious Obsequiousness was very clear 
that to create new, pure, blessed Cherubs ready to take on the 
mantle of being Copper-Colored Cupids was a task only fit for the 
Creator and the Great Foundries she had left behind when she had 
gone into her exile. For any other individual to attempt it was sheer 
blasphemy. 

But that movie had looked really good. 

Actually, know what else looked really good right about now? 
Getting out of that sodding desert and back to the Homeworld. 
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Unearthing herself, and feeling not even a little bit guilty at 
repeating the exact same crime to get out of punishment for the 
first, she looked up at the cloud-like Fog Ship overhead. Just 
because she couldn’t drive it back to the Homeworld didn’t mean 
she was prevented from interacting with it some other way... such as 
scavenging from it for spare parts. Cupid technology was Cupid 
technology no matter how you sliced it, and she was fairly sure she 
could get what she needed from the vehicle without jeopardizing its 
main functions. As long as she left the engine, dematerialization 
circuit, and steering wheel, she was fine. 

Probably. 

Kicking off the ground, she flew up to the Fog Ship and got to work. 

It was nearly night when she finally had before her, no longer a 
jumble of positronic components and dented wheels, but a 
recognizable Cherub form. It didn’t quite look like her, of course, 
not with such inferior material to build from; the body was squarer, 
the limbs not quite the right length, and the copper skin was rough 
and unpolished. But it would do quite nicely. 

The chest was open, and all she had to do to bring her creation — 
her clone — to life was add in a gemstone heart and turn the windup 
key. She only had to forage into the Ship’s glovebox to find a crystal 
of appropriate size — in truth it was made of glass, but what of it? 
The shape was the important thing. Mostly. Probably. 

Juliet-II opened her eyes. 

“Hi,” said the new Juliet. 

“Hi,” the old Juliet answered. 

“This feels a bit weird,’’said the new Juliet. 

“Trust me, it felt weirder the first time around,” the older girl 
brushed her off. “Meeting yourself isn’t all it’s cracked up to be. But 
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you know all about that, don’t you? I did transfer a copy of my 
memories to you — didn’t I?” 

Her creation took a moment to answer. 

“I—think you did?” she finally replied, hesitant. She knocked on her 
round head as one would on an old television set. “I... my mind feels 
weird. Like... like I’ve got static in my brain. Ugh. It’s... it’s probably 
nothing. You created me so we could work together on this stuff, 
right?” 

“Yeah, yeah,” nodded the original Juliet, who was by that point just 
relieved that her double would cooperate. 

This hadn’t been the case the first time around. In fact, that had 
been the main problem the Department of Discipline had had with 
what she had done, even beyond the sheer taboo of it. 

Because the copy she’d made of herself, being such an accurate 
copy, had also opined that she’d rather go watch the movie than do 
the work. So as soon as the original Juliet-178 had had her back 
turn, the copy had set to work creating a copy of itself to do the work 
for her. That second-level copy had, itself, been quite interested in 
the romance movie, and set about creating a third-level copy. 

And so on. 

By the end of the day, not only had the work not been done, not only 
had the Taboo been broken countless times, but the Cupid 
Intelligence Institute building was overflowing with Juliets 
desperately trying to get into the cinema and-or build more of 
themselves. The authorities couldn’t even stop the replication 
process themselves—they’d had to wait for the stage where the 
copy-of-a-copy-of-a-copy of Juliet’s source code was so garbled as to 
no longer be usable. 

This respite had only come at the 1079th level of recursion. 
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...In hindsight, she could kinda see why the Discipline Cupids had 
gotten so upset. She could even say they had been quite charitable 
to only give her one hundred souls to romanticize as penance. Quite 
charitable. 

But no worries, there was no chance of this repeating itself now. 
There was enough in the Fog Ship to build one halfway-functional 
Clockwork Cherub, but certainly not two. So Juliet-II would just 
have to buckle down and help with the work if she wanted to ever 
get out of here. And that way, each of the two Juliets’ work load was 
still cut in half — nothing to sneeze at. 

The two Juliets set about anew, hunting for lizards and other wild 
beasts. It took them days and not insignificant amounts of 
squabbling — the original Juliet couldn’t help thinking she must 
have done something wrong when setting the parameters of Juliet- 
II’s positronic brain, because that girl was clearly not thinking 
straight sometimes — but they did it. 

A telltale ringtone wafted down from the Fog Ship, signaling that it 
was ready to return to the Homeworld; with almost feverish smiles, 
the two Juliets climbed in, set the isomorphic controls to their flat 
in the Cupid Homeworld, fastened their seatbelts (one could never 
be too careful) and turned on the ignition. 

The Fog Ship strained under their existential weight, shaking and 
quaking like a boiling pot as it took off with the wheezing, groaning 
sound of an interdimensional vessel whose brakes weren’t remotely 
in working order. Hardly surprising, as said brakes had become the 
straps holding Juliet-II’s wings in place. Still, as the artificial Fog 
enveloped them, the two Cherubs saw the damnable desert fade 
away around them, with its heat and its sun and its pests. For a 
moment they tumbled through the Void, until, finally, they felt 
themselves back at home. 

The first Juliet was the first to step out of the Ship. As soon as she 
had done so, she froze. 
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“Wh-what is it? What’s w-w-wrong?” asked Juliet-II from inside the 
ship in her stuttering synthetic voice. 

“I... I think you’d better come and see,” she answered with a gulp. 

They were in Juliet’s room, alright, but it was filled with other, 
chattering Juliets, all nearly identical, with the shiny golden color of 
young copper, typical of recently-created Clockwork Cherubs. 

Juliet’s mind strained at that last thought. Wait. She was quite 
shiny, and yet she was old... wasn’t she? She should have been 
green by now as her copper rusted. Yet— 

“Wh...I...” 

“Ah, looks like our last sister has arrived,” said a voice. 

A button was pressed, and a wave of grayish energy — positronic 
radiation — swept through the room, giving all the confused, 
chattering Juliets a jolt. 

Our Juliet and her creation looked at each other as their memories 
were fully restored. 

“I... guess I can’t really keep calling you Juliet the Second, can I,” 
said the earlier Juliet. 

“’A-a-a-fraid n-not, Juliet the Nine-Hundred-and-Forty-Fifth,” said 
the newer Juliet, who, if her count was right, was actually Juliet the 
One-Thousand-Two-Hundred-and-Seventy-Third... assuming one 
wanted to number the Juliets by absolute order of creation, rather 
than genealogy. Which, come to think of it, was confusing... they’d 
have to work out a better system sometime soon. 

Our Juliet, the one who had just remembered she was really the 
945th in the lineage, turned towards the real, rusty, light-green 
Juliet-178. 
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“You magnificent fiend/’ she told her ancestor with a bitter smile. 
“Can’t blame you, of course, that is basically what I’d have done if I 
were you... well, I say if I were you... How many people were you 
supposed to romanticize altogether, anyway? And by how much did 
sending all of us clones in your place divide your work load?” 

“How many? You don’t want to know. It’d have taken years,” 
answered Juliet-178 with a laugh. “As for that second question? 
Well, I thought 1079, obviously, but I didn’t expect half of you to 
butcher your Fog Ships to create even more Sisters, so... I dunno. ... 
Dunno how I’m going to explain where all those parts went to the 
Department of Vehicles, either. Darn. I’ll owe Peter-707 a big favor 
if he has to cover up something like this” 

“...W-well, l-look on the bright side,” said another of the Sisters of 
Juliet, “at least you’re no longer the only girl Cupid around. And 
how!” 

“Th-that’s a g-g-good point,” said a more pessimistic one, “b-but 
where w-w-w-ill w-w-w-we sleep-p-p?” 

She was casting a forlorn look at the one, single little bed in 
Juliet-i78’s bedroom. 


THE END 
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CUPID FACT FILE #0000828: 

'The Strangely-Colored Secret Societies' 


CLICK BELOW FOR INDIVIDUAL FILES: 



Sect of the Silver-Shelled 
Snails 



Pack of the Patriotic 
Platypus 



Society of the Rhyming 
Dove 



Poss6 of the Azure-And- 
Emerald Panther 
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Society of the Scarlet 
Crabs 


Gaggle of the Golden 
Goats 



Trio of the Talking Turkeys 


Legion of the Chartreuse 
Tortoise 


Faction of the Fooling Fish 



Mob of the Maroon 
Magpie 



Melange of the Mauve 
Muskrat 



Secret League of the 
Orange-Bearded Gnomes 



Drove of the Database- 
Compiling Dromedaries 
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Ennead of the Eigengrau 
Easter Eggs 



Gang of the Green Gorilla 
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Collective of the 
Retconning Crocodiles 


TECH NOTE: 

It... may have been unbelievably stupid of me to make 
this menu black-and-white. ...And also to think there was 
any point in putting an interactive menu in a book. 

Oh well. Enjoy anyway. And I think I can get the general 
History file back online, if you input some motor energy 
by turning the page. Yes, thank you. -Technician-042 








NAME: Miscellaneous (colloquially known as a whole 
as "those strange secret societies we keep running 
into for some reason") 

DESCRIPTION: l Over the years, we Cupids have 

encountered dozens of strange and unusual secret 
organizations, from the Gang of the Green Gorilla to the 
Ennead of the Eigengrau Easter Eggs. All of these 
organizations are vastly different, but they all have a 
few things in common: they all have alliterative names 
(in fact, we Cupids modeled the name of our own society 
after theirs!), they all dress like various animals (with 
the exception of those that are, in fact, mutated 
animals), and they all have a strange obsession with 
finding the treasure of the Lost City of Atlantis. 

For many years, this strange combination of facts had us 
Cupids positively baffled — why, we thought, would so 
many people suddenly decide to form organizations of this 
nature? Could there be some sort of connection between 
them? 

We Cupids are not the sort who enjoy being baffled, and 
so we sent out fleets of Cupids to the Prime Earth to 
discover the meaning of all of this. And, after 
questioning a few dozen organization-members and an 
especially helpful old duke in Italy, they managed to 
piece the full story together. We of the Department of 
Documentation present it to you here, so as to satisfy 
the curiosity of any Cupid who themselves may have 
questioned the organizations. 

It would seem that, long before any of these other 
strange societies were formed, there existed an 
organization dedicated to uncovering the lost secrets of 
Atlantis, named [REDACTED] . Having apparently learned 
that Atlantis was home to a great lot of advanced 
technology, this so-called First Horde had decided to 
gain that technology for themselves, which they intended 
to use for (what else?) world domination. They rather 
incongruously dressed up as the Earth animals known as 
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[REDACTED] so as to disguise their appearances, except 
colored [REDACTED] , and brainwashed hapless civilians, 
forcing them to join their cause. 

Of course, running such an operation is an extremely 
expensive enterprise, and it only became more expensive 
when one of the First Horde's scientists, a fellow known 
as Professor Scarper, began researching genetic mutagens, 
in the hopes of creating strange genetic experiments to 
work for the Horde. Eventually, and despite the fact that 
the Horde had brainwashed a few billionaires solely for 
funding purposes, they began to run out of money. 

This forced the Horde to do the only sensible thing: let 
go of about half of their personnel, including Scarper. 
This, of course, involved undoing the brainwashing which 
made them obedient to the First Horde. Unfortunately, the 
Horde had never undone a brainwashing before, and only 
succeeded halfway: they removed the obedience to the 
Horde, but left in the compulsion to search for Atlantean 
artifacts while dressed in strange animal costumes. 

Of course, the most enterprising of these halfway- 
unbrainwashed folks, such as one "Archibald FishfUpper", 
decided to form their own animal themed societies, which 
other halfway-unbrainwashed chaps soon joined. Among 
these new societies were such organizations as the 
Melange of the Mauve Muskrat, the Faction of the Fooling 
Fish, and of course, our old allies, the Society of the 
Rhyming Dove. 

But what of Professor Scarper 
and his strange experiments? 
Well, of course he had to find a 
new venue for his experiments — 
and so he began to gather 
ordinary animals and mutate them 
into intelligent beings. Of 
course, because he was using the 
same mutagen that he had 
developed while still in the 
service of the Horde, these 
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mutated animals also developed the same urge to search 
for Atlantean artifacts and to form secret organizations. 
It was from these experiments that our longtime rival, 
the Gang of the Green Gorilla, was born, along with many- 
other organizations, such as the Mob of the Maroon 
Magpie, the Horde of Mad Elephants, and the Collective of 
the Retconning Crocodiles. 

Scarper had also created one organization while still 
working with the Hare, that being, of course, the Drove 
of the Database-Compiling Dromedaries. Originally a sub¬ 
organization of the Horde (their own Department of 
Documentation, so to speak), the Drove were given a 
research facility at which they would compile the records 
of the Horde. After the budget cuts, the Horde, after 
half-reversing the brainwashing of the Dromedaries, 
simply abandoned the facility, no longer wishing to 
manage it. Unlike the other former Horde-members who had 
been reverse-brainwashed, the Drove had never had the 
compulsion to search for Atlantean artifacts in the first 
place, and instead retained the urge to document 
everything, especially other Horde-based secret 
societies, from within the Horde's abandoned research 
facility (the Drove themselves eventually learned of the 
Horde and of the circumstances of how they came to be 
while researching it for their database). 

Our Cupid spies have not, unfortunately, yet been able to 
figure out the origins of the Secret League of the 
Orange-Bearded Gnomes or the Ennead of the Eigengrau 
Easter Eggs. While the eggs could certainly have been an 
experiment of Scarper's as well (perhaps on a few 
ordinary chicken eggs), the Gnomes are utterly 
inexplicable. And weird. 

And now, curious Cupids, you know of the circumstances 
surrounding the abundance of such strange secret 
societies so often encountered while on the Prime Earth. 
If you encounter a society such as this while traveling, 
please refrain from sharing this information with them. 
We feel that it could draw the ire of the First Horde, 
and we'd really rather not deal with them. 
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t had started out an ordinary day. 

Marksmanship-522 had oiled his cogs, wound 
himself, and hopped into his personal Fog Ship, 
ready for another day romanticising the 
multiverse. 

Simple, well-mannered Marksmanship was widely 
known as one of the best marksmen of the Crew of 
the Copper-Colored Cupids (the name he had chosen 
for himself being the perfect demonstration both of 
this, and of his natural candor), and had often been 
given dangerous assignments. Why, he had led the team that had 
romanticised the Zyargaff Beast in Dimension 42p, and it had been 
he who had fired the famous first shot of the Second Great Noodle 
War! 


But today, he had been assigned an assignment which was unusual 
in that it seemed altogether rather easy. He had only to travel to a 
distant planet in the Prime Universe and romanticise two rather 
ordinary-sounding individuals. Surely this wouldn’t take the whole 
day - they could have given him a few more assignments to go along 
with it. No matter, he thought, I’ll simply find something else to do 
once I’ve finished. And he set off in his Ship. 

A moment later, he had warped through the Void and been spat 
back out again at his destination - a dusty, nameless planet a few 
light-years from the Prime Earth. He looked at the stationery upon 
which his assignment had been typed - there was a photo attached 
which showed two hills, both with houses on top, standing across 
from each other in a large valley. His targets lived there. 

After ten minutes of uneventful trekking (and two minutes of 
extremely eventful trekking, which would take too much time to 
explain), Marksmanship came upon the valley. There they were - 
the houses, up on the hills. 
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This should be easy, thought Marksmanship, I’ll simply walk on up 
and ring the bells. When they answer, I’ll fire my arrows. 

He had only brought two arrows. He knew that he wouldn’t miss. 
Well, 'knew’... more of a hope, really, but one rather well-grounded 
in past experience. 

With his bow in hand, Marksmanship marched up the first hill and 
rang. He waited a moment. The door creaked open, and 
Marksmanship felt a burlap sack go over his head. 

He suddenly found that it had gotten rather dark. What’s more, it 
seemed that he was upside down. 

It seems to me, thought Marksmanship, that I am in a burlap sack. 

The burlap sack holding Marksmanship crashed unceremoniously 
onto the floor. Marksmanship rolled out. 


41 



Above him stood his first target — a female alien, resembling an 
Earth citizen somewhat, but with ram-like horns, a forked tail, and a 
single eye. 



“So Brutus though sending a robot would phase me, did he?” she 
said, more to herself than Marksmanship. “Ha! I’ll show him! I 
don’t need robots to win this war. I’ve got this\” 

She whipped a sheet off of a strange object sitting by the window, 
revealing it to be a large cannon of some sort. 

“It’s not quite ready yet, but if he’s going to be sending robots over 
here, I’ve no time to waste!” 

“Excuse me,” said Marksmanship, who was still on the floor; “but 
what is going on?” 

“You know perfectly well, robot!” screamed the alien, adjusting the 
aim of the cannon-thing. 
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“But I don’t know any Brutus or anything about a war! I just came 
here to shoot you with this arrow—” 

Marksmanship tried to raise up the device in question to prove his, 
to his mind, quite reasonable explanation — but then instantly 
found the arrow snatched from his hand. 

“So, an archery robot here to kill me with arrows!“ shouted the 
alien, snapping the arrow over her knee; “and only armed with two 
arrows? Brutus must be running out of supplies! Now’s the time to 
really shake him up!“ 

Lighting a match, she turned to light the cannon-thing’s fuse. 

“Stop!” cried Marksmanship, leaping up; “I wasn’t sent here by 
Brutus... whoever that is! In fact, after I shot you with that arrow, I 
was going to go over and shoot him with this other arrow, assuming 
that he’s the fellow who lives in that other house!“ 

“An assassin, then, here to off us both!” 

“No, no! Madam, please! You do not understand! These aren’t the 
deadly sort of arrow! They’re doused with love potion! I’m from the 
Crew of the Copper-Colored Cupids!“ 

He pulled out his identification card. 

u 
( 
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“Oh,” said the alien, looking somewhat disappointed. “...Why are 
you here, then?” 

“I was assigned here by the Crew. They said that two people here 
were in need of a bit of love.” 

“Ah, well, I suppose that makes sense,“ said the alien; “considering 
that our two species have been at war for centuries now!” 

“Two species at war! I thought it was just the two of you here!” 

Marksmanship was beginning to see why this mission might be 
difficult. He was certain that he would not be able to romanticise 
two entire warring species himself. He should have brought a small 
team for that at least. 

“Er, well, it is...” the alien confessed, embarrassed at the confession. 
“There’s just the two of us left now — but there used to be more of 
us!“ 

“Do you mean to say,“ said Marksmanship, not a little alarmed, 
“that everybody else has - has - has died?“ 

“Died? No! they’ve simply gone away — they became rather bored of 
all the fighting. I expect they’re having a nice vacation right now, the 
cowards!” 

“Well, if that’s all sorted out, then, I really must be going — what 
with your having broken my arrow, you know, so...“ 

“Wait! I’ve just thought of something! You’re a neutral!” 

“What now?” 

“A neutral robot! Come with me!” 

The sack again, thought Marksmanship, before the sack was, again, 
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dumped out. 


Marksmanship saw that he was now at the door of the other house. 
The alien rang. The door opened. Standing there was a different sort 
of alien. This one looked rather like if someone had crossed a 
crocodile with a bullfrog, and then molded the result like clay into a 
humanoid shape. Incompetently. 



“Oh, it’s you, Lilathia? ... Is that your idea an ambush? I’m armed, 
you know!“ the croco-frog, presumably Brutus, held up an arm (not 
his own, it would seem). “I could smack a person silly with this arm, 
I’ll bet. Found it in the dump.“ 

“No, no, Brutus, look what I’ve found! A neutral robot!“ 

Markmanship was beginning to feel a little behind events. He 
adjusted his quiver and said: 

“Sir, madam, I’m afraid there’s been a misunderstanding. More 
properly speaking, I am a clockwork android; you see, I’m from the 
Crew of the Copper-Colored Cupids, and—“ 

“I’ll be darned! A neutral robot! Are you sure?“ 

“Well, yes! At first, of course, I though he was yours, but—“ 
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“—but I’m actually here to romanticise the both of you, if you’ll—” 

“Great! Well, know we can finally have that race and settle this once 
and for all!” 

“Right! Grab your ship, Brutus! Come on, robot!” 

“But-” Marksmanship was beginning to feel that he had lost control 
of the situation. He attempted to regain it by helpfully repeating 
that he was from the Crew of the Copper-Colored Cupids, but 
nobody seemed to be listening. 

He tried once more. 

“But, see here! I’m from the—” 

“The Crew of the Copper-Colored Cupids, we heard!” snapped 
Lilathia; “and you’re here to romancize us or whatever. Yeah, yeah. 
But that’s going to have to wait until after the race!” 

“B-B-But see here!” Marksmanship started again. “What race? 
What’s all this about a neutral robot?” 

Lilathia turned. 

“Fine, fine, let me explain. You see, some years ago now Brutus and 
I decided that the only way to settle this feud would be to have some 
sort of competition to decide the winner. A race seemed a good 
option, but we wanted to judge it fairly. We decided that the only 
proper way to do that would be to have a robot do it. A neutral 
robot. And that, my Copper-Colored friend, is you.” 

“But - but why do you need anyone to judge a race? Whoever gets 
to the end first wins, right? I really don’t see how there is anything 
else to be, er, judged...” 

“Jumping jehophasaths, we need a witness, don’t we!? If we have a 
race without a witness, either of us could claim that we won even 
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when we hadn’t, and it wouldn’t prove anything to anyone ! And the 
witness must be neutral, or they might lie.“ 

“But why,” said Marksmanship, who was trying to find his way out 
of this situation, “does it have to be a robot?“ 

“Robots are more trustworthy,” said Lilathia, “if only because most 
of them can’t really process the concept of, ah, duplicitishness... no 
offence,” and without another word she turned and walked back to 
her house. 

Marksmanship watched her go, then turned and walked back to the 
Fog Ship. He’d tell the Parliament or whoever it was that had 
assigned this mission that the planet’s atmosphere was harmful to 
copper or something. They probably wouldn’t check. (He quickly 
congratulated himself silently for that brilliantly shifty idea. No idea 
of duplicity shness, indeed!) 

Yet as he prepared to enter the ship, an unbelievably loud bang 
sounded, and the Fog Ship was in pieces around him. 

In its place was Lilathia, sitting in some sort of fast-looking starship. 

“Trying to escape, were you, robot? Well, now you’ll have to help 
us!” 

“But what in the multiverse did you just do?” stammered 
Marksmanship. 

“Nothing much, just drove my pan-dimensional speedster into your 
cloud thingy there. It can travel much faster than the speed of light, 
which is how it breaks through to other dimensions when you drive 
it. That, though, was at its lowest setting - barely a few hundred 
times faster than the speed of sound.“ 

“Just what kind of race is this?” asked Marksmanship in disbelief. 
“Why, a Cross-Dimensional Grand Prix, of course! Brutus and I 
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have each got one of these, and we’re going to be racing across the 
multiverse!“ 


“But how... how am I supposed to judge that?” 

“Why, you’re coming with us!” 

“Oh no I’m not!” 

“Oh yes you are, or I don’t see how you’d go back to whatever 
unfortunate dimension has to deal with your tin hide on a daily 


basis!“ 


And with that, Lilathia pulled Marksmanship into the speedster. 
With another amazingly loud bang, the speedster was at the starting 
line, which had been drawn in the dirt of the planet a few miles from 
the valley. And with a third cranium-shattering bang, Brutus’s 
speedster, slightly less sleek-looking than Lilathia’s, arrived at the 
line. 

“Well, then, robot, count down from three!“ 

“Oh, er, uh, well...” stuttered Marksmanship, badly shaken. 

“Now!” 

“Three, two, one!” Marksmanship blurted out. 



B 


Marksmanship would have been extremely frightened, had he been 
in a state to think rationally at all. As it was, he just stared ahead at 
the swirling vortex of space-time flying past them at unimaginable 
speeds and tried to remember what this ‘thinking’ business meant. 
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All at once, the vortex opened up into a myriad of different 
dimensions. 

To Marksmanship, if he had actually been processing what he was 
seeing rather than wondering whether he existed or not, and what 
that meant, it seemed (or rather, would have seemed) that they were 
passing through all of the dimensions simultaneously, although in 
reality they were simply moving through them at immense speeds. 
However, as has been noted, Marksmanship did not know or 
process any of this, and it seemed to him (or would have, if anything 
had been seeming to him at the moment), that the whole thing was 
over in a matter of milliseconds. Thus, we shall simply note what 
the inhabitants of some of dimensions which they were passing 
through noticed when it happened. 

First, before the speedsters had broken the bonds of the multiverse 
at all, they hurtled through the Prime Universe, ending, most 
coincidentally, at the Prime Earth, where the finally broke through 
space-time and ended up in the Void. 

On Earth, this was only noticed in a small, waterfowl-named town 
in a state on the west coast, where it briefly seemed as though all of 
reality had torn asunder, as it had, briefly, when the speedsters 
passed through. 

In the Void, the passing of the ships awakened a sleeping 
abomination (causing a dimension known as “)-o//zx“, which it had 
been dreaming, to retroactively fizzle out of existence, leaving only 
two survivors). The abomination was able to sense the two ships 
clearly, not being limited by the usual senses, but decided against 
eating them, as it was still feeling rather sleepy. 

Almost simultaneously, on the other side of the Void (or as much of 
a side as a void can have, anyway), the ships crashed through the 
famed Interdimensional Tavern, causing quite a stir inside as an 
enormous hole appeared through the middle of the establishment... 
although not enough of a stir to draw most of the patrons away from 
their drinks, which says more about the quality of the Tavern’s 
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drink than it does about the event itself. 


The ships then exited the Void, where they smashed into Dimension 
A 6-Q and caused a space-time ripple which echoed back through 
time (and space) and created four of the suns of the legendary 24- 
sunned Gambit System in the past. 

The ships then smashed through to the Cupid Homeworld, where 
they would have been noticed by the radars of the Department of 
Space-Time Anomalies if the entire department hadn’t been out to 
lunch. Next they entered a universe known to top dimensional 
scientists at the C.I.I. as 2017 Continuum, which Marksmanship 
might have noticed was quite similar, superficially at least, to the 
Prime Universe, had he been noticing anything at the moment. Here 
they created rather a large explosion, although this, luckily, was out 
in the middle of the ocean where no one noticed it. 

Exiting the bounds of that reality, they quickly phased into a reality 
in which the Crew of the Copper-Colored Cupids were nothing more 
than a joke created on the blog of a comic book expert and later 
spun off into their own website, where they passed by the house of a 
person who was, at that moment, writing a story about the very 
series of events currently transpiring, to be posted on the 
aforementioned website. 

Had Marksmanship been made aware of this, he would’ve found the 
whole dimension rather utterly preposterous, which he may well 
have been right to do. The ships entered thousands of other 
dimensions as well, of course, causing such notable incidents as 
accidentally creating an entire universe, destroying and then 
promptly recreating the home of a poor family of fish-people, 
accidentally preventing the very race from ever happening in cluster 
of dimensions which until then had otherwise been exactly the same 
as the Prime Universe and other surrounding universes besides 
having events happen a few milliseconds after they did in the Prime 
dimensions, but which were very different afterward, and causing 
the invention of french-fried potatoes in a dimension inhabited 
entirely by anthropomorphic root vegetables (quite an unfortunate 
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occurrence indeed). 


Eventually, and also instantly, with another bang, the speedster 
ships had returned to the starting place. Lilathia stepped out of 
hers, and turned to Marksmanship. “Well, who won? Who got back 
here first?” 

Marksmanship toppled sideways out of the cabin and melted into a 
pat of butter. That’s how it felt to him, anyway. 

“Robot? Robot? Hello? Well? Who won?” 

“Bubble grubble hubba wub,” replied Marksmanship intelligently. 
“Hmm. Maybe he needs a spot of repairs.” 

Lilathia walked off and returned with a variety of frightening- 
looking implements. Suddenly, Marksmanship felt as if he’d really 
better stand up. This was easier said than done, but Marksmanship 
managed it. 

“Ah, there we go. So, who won?” Lilathia inquired. 

“Er, well...” Marksmanship managed shakily. “Well, I, er, that is, we, 
or, er, no, well, but, it, you see...” 

Lilathia tapped her foor impatiently. 

“I, er, well, I don’t know.” 

“Don’t know!? What do you mean you don’t know?” 

“Well, er, we were going rather too fast to tell — it seemed to me 
that you both arrived at the same time — let’s call it a tie.” 

“A tie!? No, no! We need to know who won!” 

Just then, Brutus stepped out of his speedster ship and stumbled 


51 



over. 


“So, then, who won?” 

“He doesn’t know! The robot doesn’t know!” 

“Doesn’t know!?” 

“That’s right. Says it looked like a tie.” 

“That’s — that’s — that’s greatl” 

Brutus broke into a sharp, snaggletoothed grin. 

“Great? How’s it great? The feud wasn’t settled!“ 

“I knowl ” squeaked the giddy alien. “Really, I never wanted it to be 
settled — I don’t know what I’d do with myself if I wasn’t feuding 
with you!” 

Lilathia thought about this. 

“Hmm. Perhaps you’re right.... I wouldn’t really have much to do 
either... well, what do you know! I guess you were useful after all, 
robot!” 

Marksmanship thought about this. He had an idea. 

“So, then, you might say you’re happy feuding with each other, 
then? You might say it’s something you love to do?” 

“Well, I suppose so...“ replied Lilathia. 

“Great! Then my job is done! I can go!... Oh... wait... no, I’m afraid I 
cannot — my Fog Ship is still wrecked...” 

“No matter at all!” replied Lilathia, shoving Marksmanship into her 
speedster. “You can take this! I never had any use for it, really, 
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besides that race!” “Just a moment now — let’s think this through...” 
protested Marksmanship. 

Lilathia shut the door. 

“Wait! No!” protested Marksmanship. Lilathia waved to him 
through the window. 

“Thanks for your help! Hope to see you again!” she called. 
“...’ELLLLLPPP!” Marksmanship shouted to no one in particular. 
“Three, two, one!” Lilathia counted, pushing a button on a remote. 



Back in the Cupid Homeworld, Marksmanship strode up to the 
Department of Completed Assignments and handed in his 
paperwork detailing the mission. He also specifically requested that 
he not be assigned to anything else that might involve any sort of 
high speeds ever again. The speedster ship was donated to the 
Department of Transportation. 

The Department of Postal Services having, of late, received quite a 
boon in the form of a fantastically efficient new non-Cupid 
employee, it did not take long for the D.C.A. (the Department of 
Completed Assignments) to forward the paperwork up to the rafters 
the Department of Documentation. 


53 



And so it was that just as Marksmanship began to enjoy some well- 
earned rest, Bibliophile-962 gazed upon the long, long, long list of 
universes to be filed, and wept a tear of motor oil. 



THE END 
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CUPID FACT FILE #1??: 


TECH NOTE: 

Ah! I seem to have managed to 
unlock two of the Secret Societies 
file for you. Hope you'll enjoy'em. 
But I won't he going through the 
whole lot, I'm warning you. Not 
only does it take a really long time 
for the data to compile when you 
transfer Cupid-hinary databanks to 
book form, but also, the Mechanical 
Sphinx might eat me. Long story. 

--Technician-042 


NAME: The Gang of the Green Gorilla(s) 

HISTORY: The Crew of the Copper-Colored Cupids first 
found evidence of Gorilla activity in 1978 (Prime 
Earth Time), when an attempt to use harmless 
brainwashing techniques on a group of human abduct ee s 
volunteers proved unsuccessful, not because of some 
mental fortitude, but because the subjects had 
already been brainwashed. Though no about of Mind 
Probe use by Cupid Intelligence Institute personnel 
yielded useful data, we could not help but notice the 
subjects brought up the coloring of gorilla fur in 
conversation more than most species would deem 
appropriate. Odder still, they all suffered from the 
peculiar delusion that gorillas were of green 
coloration. We did not think much of these facts, 
however, and since anyone could see they already 
harbored great love for these green gorillas of 
theirs, we had no choice but to release the wayward 
fools back into the wild. 

The first true encounter between Copper-Colored 
Cupids and Green Gorillas can be traced to the 
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Christmas Operations of 1986, and particularly to the 
now-famous "Skirmish at the Vanityville Supermarket". 
The crux of the matter was that the C.I.I., having 
observed through the Celestial Telescopes that 
Earthlings consider Christmastime a time of love and 
sharing, determined that it would be a prime 
opportunity to spread our gift of love at half the 
cost. We therefore invaded the Vanityville 
Supermarket, bows in hand. However, far from the 
vista they had expected, of humans lovingly buying 
their beloved loved ones lovely gifts, the valiant 
Cupid forces instead found a detachment of Green 
Gorillas had commandeered the supermarket's toy 
session. The uncouth ruffians had disintegrated 
nearly all of the plushes and stuffed animals, and 
were ordering the locals, at gunpoint, to buy their 
green-gorilla merchandise instead. 

It was quite clear that the humans did not love this 
at all; and furthermore, the Gorillas did not appear 
terribly enraptured by anything, either, aside, 
perhaps, from a bloated sense of their own 
importance. Therefore, the Copper-Colored Cupids 
resolved, there and then, to partake in that oldest 
and most time-honored of heroic traditions — I mean, 
of course, to Save Christmas. 

It was several long minutes into the fighting, 
according to the field report of Cupid Commander 
Amadeo-378, that we realized we were at a tactical 
disadvantage compared to the Gorillas; when hit by 
one of our Arrows, the Gorillas, overcome with 
transcendent love, stopped fighting altogether; 
whereas any Cupids hit by the Gorillas' fearsome 
brainwashing rays turned on their own kind in an 
effort to make them, too, accept that gorillas were 
green. Fortunately, Amadeo-378 used his quick wits 
(believed to be the product of a quirk of the 
foundries that had made the soul of his processing 
unit a five-point diamond, instead of the standard- 


56 






cut rose quartz) to turn the tide of the Skirmish, as 
it occurred to the fearless soldier that slugging the 
Gorillas in the face, and only then hitting them with 
arrows, was a perfectly valid interpretation of Cupid 
core programming. 

Amadeo-378 was, of course, commended for his 
intelligence and bravery, and awarded a membership of 
the Order of Aphrodite. Though the Christmas 
Operations had been a partial success, however, this 
marked the beginning of a bitter rivalry with the 
Green Gorillas, whose scientists soon after 
discovered the way to (oh, the horror) reverse our 
Cupid love-conditioning and reinstate their primary 
brainwashing instead. 

Though their efforts to develop immunity to Cupid 
Arrows have fortunately been unsuccessful, we have 
not managed to permanently turn a single Green 
Gorilla since then. 

Since then, we have fended off the Green Gorillas' 
advance from the depths of the Amazonian jungle to 
the very North Pole, though not all of these noble 
struggles ended in victory. Cupids should approach 
Gorillas only with the greatest caution. And 
remember: we know it may seem against our code of 
ethics, but do not be afraid, again, to slug them in 
the face before you do anything else. There's always 
time to fire arrows later. 


ADDENDUM: 

Collector Cupid Amour-159 of the Crew of the Copper-Colored Cupids Tax Department 
wishes to make the clarification that this is only valid for Green Gorillas, and not for 
representatives of other species, especially not other Cupids. Even if their continued existence 
should appear‘threatening’ or otherwise inconvenient to you 
because they are, say, collecting overdue taxes. (Sigh.) 
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t was a fairly ordinary day in the Cupid Homeworld 
(or as ordinary as days get in the Cupid Homeworld, 
anyway), and Acquaintanceship-982, head operative of 
the not-particularly-elite backup task force, the Blue 
Feather, sat at his desk, bored. Well, calling it a desk might 
be a bit overly generous - it was actually a crate, which 
Acquaintanceship had flipped over to use as a desk. 

No one really thought that the Blue Feather was an 
important or competent enough organization to warrant 
an office or base or desks of any kind, so they had set 
up in an abandoned arrow warehouse with overturned 
crates as desks and barrels as chairs. Not particularly comfortable, 
even when your skin is made of metal. The warehouse was cold, and 
full of unpleasant drafts. The Blue Feather hated the warehouse. 



Sitting on his not-particularly comfortable barrel, Acquaintanceship 
desperately wished that someone would burst in and demand the 
assistance of the Blue Feather for an important mission - or any 
mission. The last assignment for the Blue Feather had been the 
Great Grape Jelly Stain Catastrophe (colloquially referred to as “that 
time when Marmalade-624 spilled grape jelly on his tablecloth and 
hired the Blue Feather to get it out”), and that was months ago now. 
It seemed that no one really ever required the assistance of the Blue 
Feather, or indeed thought of them as much more than a menial 
chore-force. 
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If only someone would assign us to some big important case, 
thought Acquaintanceship. Or anything that isn’t tablecloth¬ 
laundering and the like, really. Then I could prove to them what 
the Blue Feather is capable of! 

Surprisingly, just moments later, someone burst in and demanded 
the assistance of the Blue Feather. That someone was Philatel-426, 
Prefect of the Department of Postal Services, who now stood in the 
doorway. 

“Acquaintanceship! I’ve got an impor- er, well, an assignment for 
you!” 

Acquaintanceship sat straight up on his barrel. 



“Really? What is it? Is it urgent? Does the fate of the Homeworld 
depend on it?” 

“Er, well, I suppose it’s a bit urgent - you see, an entire bag of mail, 
yet to be delivered, has disappeared from the mail sorting station! 
We were hoping that you might, you know, take a look around and 
see where it might have gone off to. I’ve decided that your - well, 
your particular skills would be most beneficial to the case.” 

“What did the bag look like?” 
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“Like a big sack - full of mail.” 


“Was it important mail?” 

“Well... probably not - but there might have been some bills or 
something in there! Or a postcard! Can’t miss delivering a postcard! 
So, will you do it?” 

“I’ll assemble my best agents right away!” 

“Great! Good! Do you really think you’ll be able to find it?” 

“Of course! Why, with the Blue Feather on the case, we’ll have the 
bag by tonight!” 

Acquaintanceship leaned back casually in his seat, and crashed onto 
the floor. 

“Ah - I’d forgotten that I sit on a barrel.” 

“Yes... well, I must be going - if you find the bag, bring it by my 
office.” 

“You can count on me!” called Acquaintanceship confidently, 
getting up from the floor. 




In the back of the warehouse, behind some crates which formed a 
sort of wall, and in the area that they had designated the break 
room, the rest of the Blue Feather were playing a game of “pretend 
that we are not bored out of our positronic minds”. Nobody was 
winning. 

Acquaintanceship burst into the room, knocking over several crates. 
“Everyone! Guess what! We’ve got an assignment!” 
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“Really?!” squealed the extremely excitable Ally-1243 “Are you 
sure?” 

“Of course I’m sure! A bag of very important mail has gone missing, 
and we’ve got to find it!” 

“Did they really say that it was important ?” intoned the ever- 
cynical Pessimist-242 “Doesn’t seem likely, if they gave the 
assignment to us.” 

Pessimist-242 was unusual among Cupids in that he was never, ever 
positive about anything. Some had even gone so far as to suggest 
that Pessimist did not love romance, strange a notion as that may 
seem. Amateur researchers at the Department of Cupid Anatomy 
had suggested, tentatively, that Pessimist might have, instead of a 
positronic brain, have a negatronic brain, a term which was 
dismissed by the Department of Physics as ‘ridiculous and entirely 
unscientific’. 

“They... might not have said that, exactly-” Acquaintanceship 
replied, “—but it’s still a bag of mail! Who knows what could be in 
there?” 

“Oooh, d’ya think there might be somet’in’ really interestin’, boss? 
Like a skull or somet’in’?” 

Acquaintanceship stared blankly at Larrikin-1029. 

“No, I do not think that there will be a skull in the bag. Why in the 
Homeworld would there be a skull?” 

“I don’t know, I’m just speculatin’ here.” 

“Right. Well! Let’s get going, team!” 

“Just a moment now!” spoke Dandy-432, in his posh, refined, and 
entirely unplaceable accent; “ where exactly are we going? I really 
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don’t wish to go trekking all about the Homeworld with no 
particular course in mind.” 


“Well, er, we’ll start at the mail sorting station at the Department of 
Postal Services and see what we find! Come on! Let’s go!” 

Acquaintanceship strode out the door. Ally followed him closely, 
clearly excited. Larrikin and Dandy followed, Larrkin looking as if 
he were up to no good (as he always looked) and Dandy with his 
head held high in a pompous manner, twirling the umbrella that he 
always carried (even though it hardly ever rained in the Homeworld, 
despite all the clouds). Pessimist sighed irritably, wondering 
whether he should pretend that his gears had rusted and stay out of 
the foolishness that surely awaited him. After a moment, he sighed 
again and trudged slowly after the others. 


“So!” said Acquaintanceship, after the team had arrived at the 
Department; “I think we should question Philatel first, and ask him 
if he’s seen anything suspicious that he may not have mentioned!” 

“Great plan!” chirped Ally. 

“No it isn’t.” sighed Pessimist, regretting his decision to come along. 

“Sure it is!” Acquaintanceship marched into Philatel’s office. 

Philatel’s office was nicely wallpapered and had a lovely carpet. 
Acquaintanceship found that he was a bit jealous of it. The real desk 
had a real chair, at which Philatel sat, and there was even some sort 
of lumpy cushion in the corner, for sitting on, presumably. Actually, 
the cushion wasn’t so nice, it looked a bit like someone has tosses a 
blanket over a lumpy sack of potatoes. The open window in back let 
in a nice breeze, unlike the terrible drafts of the Blue Feather 
warehouse. 
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“Yes? Did you find the bag?” said Philatel, looking through a stack 
of letters. 


“Not yet. Have you noticed anything suspicious recently?” 

“Only a missing mailbag. Listen, I’m quite busy, so-“ 

“Let me handle this mug, boss!” Larrikin jumped onto the desk, 
scattering papers and envelopes everywhere, and redirected 
Philatel’s desk lamp into his face. “Listen, ya doity so-and-so! You’d 
better tell us what ya did wit’ that bag, see, or I’ll scatter your cogs 
across the Multivoise! I’ll give ya one o’ these, and one a’ these!” 
Larrikin began to jump about, throwing his fists out at odd angles. 

“Larrikin! Stop that! Philatel didn’t steal the bag! Why would 
Philatel have stolen the bag? He’s the one who assigned us to this 
case!” 

“Oh,” said Larrikin, stepping down from the desk. “Sorry about 
that.” He stood quietly for a moment. 

“But maybe-” he spoke after a few seconds had passed; “maybe he 
wanted the skull.” 

“If you’re all through, I really must get back to work.” mentioned 
Philatel, clearing is throat and gesturing to the door. The Blue 
Feather shuffled out. “Sorry for the inconvenience, my good fellow!” 
said Dandy amiably, patting Philatel on the back. “Honest 
misunderstanding, I’m sure.” 




Back in the mail sorting station, the Blue Feather scoured the floor 
for any sign of footprints, fingerprints, tachyon particles, and/or 
inter-dimensional residue. 


“Let’s face it,” grumbled Pessimist: “there are no clues here. Maybe 
the bag just up and walked away out of boredom from having to 
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spend so much time around these mail-sorting nitwits.” 

“Ooh! Do you think it did?” 

“No, Ally, I do not”. 

“If it did, I’ll knock it out wit’ a quick one-two and drag it back 
here!” 

“Quiet, everyone!” said Acquaintanceship; “We’ve got to think of 
some way to find this bag! Any ideas?” 

“I’ve got an idea.” 

“Yes, Pessimist?” 

“Let’s give up.” 

“No, Pessimist. We must not give up until we’ve found the mail! 
Preferably by this evening, because I said that we would.” 

“Great,” said Pessimist; “This just gets worse and worse.” 

“I just can’t imagine,” said Dandy, “what sort of Cupid would steal 
something!” 

In Acquaintanceship’s mind, a literal lightbulb lit up. 

“Maybe it wasn’t a Cupid at all...” 

In the delivery wing, an eldritch abomination from an unimaginable 
universe hovered menacingly. 

It was wearing a hat with “Cupid Post Office” written on it, and 
collecting up the bags of mail. 

Into the wing burst the Blue Feather. 
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Well, Ally and Larrikin burst. Acquaintanceship strode in 
officiously, Dandy strolled leisurely through the door, and Pessimist 
stayed in the mail sorting section, pretending that he hadn’t noticed 
them leave. 

“You there! Yeah, I’m talkin’ ta you! The guy in the hat. You better 
give back that bag of mail you stole.” 

Larrkin looked more closely. 

“Hey, you’re stealin’ more right now, aren’t ya? Come on, put up 
your fists! Let’s fight!” 

Larrikin charged, but was held back by Acquaintanceship, who 
grabbed him by the wings. 

Lord Thymon looked at the five Cupids. 

“w£a t ArE YOU fA&iNj AfouT? i've NoVeR Stokn AnY mAxL £aj/” hissed 
the demon, “i worK hfEjjOu Know! DeLiv oRiNj T& mAxL is mY pH Vm 
NOT sreAhnG xt!” 

“Let me handle this!” whispered Dandy, striding forward. “Say 
there, old fellow! Are you quite sure you’ve never stolen a mail bag? 
It seems that one went missing earlier, and...” 

“mi You fHoUjHf t£a t I, jUiT kcAuSc l'm A (jOYRYTjlnG (jBoMiN^TiO^ 
wOuLcCze t& mOfi CiUeCy susvect? l'm A htHuRt.” 

“Oh, no, it’s not like that at all, my good monstrous being! It’s just 
that, well, you’re the newest employee at this Department, aren’t 
you, so, well, we just thought... But anyway, you seem like an honest 
fellow! Perhaps you’ve seen something suspicious, though?” 

“W clL” mused Thymon; “i iliscl ox CuviD p tHroucfi HeRe oArLtEn.. He 


66 



wAJN’t An BmvtojiCj tIjougL” 

“Why, perhaps that was the perpetrator of this most heinous crime! 
What did he look like?” 

“LiKe aCl otejOu cuPins Look!” 

“But what specifically did he—” 

“h mcj fa Cookcb Ci£e mis!” 

A beam of light shone forth from Thymon’s eye, projecting the 
image of a Cupid onto the far wall. 

“No... it couldn’t have been him\” shouted Dandy. 

“Perhaps it was! Perhaps! Why not?” said Acquaintanceship, a 
touch dramatically. “Who knows what evil lurks in the gemstone 
hearts of Cupids?” 

“i Know!” Thymon rasped enthusiastically. “I cAn sdow Yo\J exactly 
wl)At Evlf Lur£s iN (He GeMsToNe HeAfTs ofcuPtDs!” 

“No thanks!” said Acquaintanceship, hurrying everyone out of the 
room. 

“Aw, man... I wanted ta know, boss!” 


In the home of Marksmanship-522, all was quiet. This was because 
Marksmanship was asleep (well, not quite asleep, being a robot, but 
resting in an inert state, anyway). It was his day off, and he could 
certainly use a nice, quiet break after the particularly stressful 
month he’d had. 
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Unfortunately, when the Blue Feather believe that you are the 
perpetrator of crime which they have promised to solve within the 
day, a nice, quiet break is not what you are going to get. 

Bursting into his house (well, not all bursting, but - well, you 
know), the Blue Feather arrived. The door had not been unlocked, 
but Larrikin had managed to pick the lock. Larrikin then managed 
to trip over a table, knocking it and several nearby pieces of 
furniture over. 

“Burglars!” shouted Marksmanship, sitting upright in bed. “Thieves! 
Conmen! Kidnappers!” Marksmanship braced himself, half- 
worrying that a burlap sack might soon go over his head, and that 
he would then be forced to judge a race. 

A burlap sack did go over his head, but forced to judge a race he was 
not. 

“Larrikin, get that sack off of Marksmanship’s head! Where did you 
even get that?” shouted Acquaintanceship. 

“But he’s a ruthless villain, boss! And I always carry a sack wit’ me. 
Ya just never know when it’ll come in handy.” 

“We don’t know that he stole the mailbag. Maybe he was in the 
Department of Postal Services for some other reason. We’ve got to 
question him first.” 

“Woo-hoo! Questioning!” shouted Ally. 

“Excuse me,” said Marksmanship from the sack; “but what is going 
on?” 

Acquaintanceship whisked the bag off of his head. “Right, then. 
Down to business. Marksmanship, we’ve heard that you were in the 
Department of Postal Services today. And, also today, a bag of mail 
went missing. So, what do you know about that?” 
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Larrikin hopped onto Marksmanship’s bed. “Yeah, ya doity so-and- 
so! You better tell us what you did wit’ that bag, see, or Ill-" 

“Really, now, let’s not do this again!” exclaimed Dandy, pulling 
Larrikin down from the bed with his umbrella. 

“Anyway, Marksmanship, did you steal the mail bag?” said 
Acquaintanceship. 

“No, no! I was at the Department of Postal Services building looking 
for a rare stamp. I collect stamps, you know, calms the nerves after 
dangerous missions. Philatel often gives me extra stamps from his 
collection - it’s a really great collection, you know, takes up the 
entire west wing of the Department of Postal Services - , so I was 
looking for him, more specifically. That demon fellow told me that 
he was there, but he wasn’t in his office, though, so I figured he 
must be busy and left.” 

“Oh.” said Acquaintanceship, a bit disappointed. “Well, thanks for 
your time. We’d better keep searching.” 

“Nooo!” moaned Pessimist, who had been standing silently, staring 
at the wall. He flopped down onto Marksmanship’s bed. 

“Yes!” shouted Acquaintanceship; “Marksmanship, did you see any 
evidence of a mail-thief when you were at the Department?” 

“Nothing in particular. Although, I’m a bit suspicious of that 
Thymon guy - perhaps you should investigate him.” 


Meanwhile, in the board room of the Department of Construction, 
the Head Construction Cupids were discussing their upcoming 
project: an enormous warehouse. 


Some Cupids were of the opinion that the Homeworld had all too 
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many enormous warehouses already, but the Department of 
Construction insisted that another was necessary. It wasn’t, really, 
but the Department of Construction sure did like building them. 
This was to be the biggest yet, six stories tall and with twelve rooms 
on each floor. 

Of course, they would have to demolish the west wing of the 
Department of Postal Services’ building to fit it (well, they didn’t 
really have to, but that was where they had decided it should go, as 
they really wanted to situate it on the “mainland”, the central cloud 
of the Homeworld), but the Department of Permits had already 
given them the go-ahead for this, on the grounds that the D.P.S.’s 
west wing was entirely unnecessary for the task of mail-delivery. 

Now, as the Department of Construction prepared to decide who 
would get which tasks in the building of this warehouse, and who 
would have the most delightful job of going to Philatel’s office and 
informing him that he only had a few hours to remove everything 
from the west wing and that he’d better do it quickly or they’d 
demolish everything in it along with it, a problem arose. 

“Where;” said Foreman-964; “are the blueprints? The Department 
of Architecture was supposed to send them to us, but they weren’t in 
my inbox. Did any of you get them by mistake?” 

Nobody had. 

“Well where ARE the blasted things?!” shouted Foreman-964, 
banging his fist on the table. 

Foreman-964 was a hot-tempered Cupid on the best of days, and 
today was not the best of days. Not only had the blueprints failed to 
arrive, but he had also sprained his wrist that morning after falling 
down stairs while yelling at a Mark 17 Cupid to get off of his yard. 
He couldn’t feel any pain, of course - some Cupids could, but he 
had had his pain receptors removed so as to better withstand the 
construction business - but it was just the principle of the thing. 
Banging his fist upon the table only served to remind him of his 
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sprained wrist, which only served to exacerbate his anger. 

“WHERE ARE THEY?!” he shouted again, knocking a few papers 
about and attempting to intimidate the attending Cupids. They were 
not intimidated, having seen Foreman do this at least four times a 
week. 

“YOU!” he shouted, rounding on the nearest Cupid, who happened 
to be Excavator-1642, the newest member of the Department; “YOU 
TOOK THEM, DIDN’T YOU?! ADMIT IT! I KNOW IT WAS YOU!” 

Really, Foreman had no reason to suspect Excavator, but accusing 
people always made him feel better. 

Excavator looked quite shaken. “N-n-no sir, I didn’t take the 
blueprints. Perhaps they were lost in the mail?” 

“Perhaps...” muttered Foreman, looking thoughtful. “I suppose I’ll 
call up the Department of Postal Services and give that NO GOOD 
PREFECT A PIECE OF MY MIND!” 

“But couldn’t we just go ahead and build without the blueprints? 
We’ve built warehouses before...” 

“No! We must do this PROPERLY!” 

Foreman-964 stood up and left to call the post office. 


“I can’t believe Doc-012 wasn’t the thief either! And neither was 
Valerius-1497! Or Bibliophile-962! Or any of those other Cupids we 
asked!” 

“Gosh, maybe just being seen in the vicinity of the Department of 
Postal Services doesn’t mean that someone’s a criminal and that we 
should go running and burst into their house. Maybe it just means 
that they were picking up their mail. What a strange notion. Who 
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would have guessed it?” Pessimist rolled his eyes. He had guessed 
it. 

“We can’t give up!” shouted Acquaintanceship, pounding his fist 
against his palm. “We’ve got to find that bag! Or they may never 
give us a case again!” 

“Oh, no. What a pity that would be.” grumbled Pessimist. 

“We’ll find them, guys! We’ve just got to keep looking! Stay 
positive!” Ally danced about, stooping every now and then to peer at 
the ground as if there might be a clue lying there. 

“No thanks.” 

A buzzing sound put off any further discussion. Acquaintanceship 
looked around, trying to deduce where the sound might be coming 
from, before realizing that it was coming from the small speaker- 
device hitched to his hip. Every Cupid carried one of these small 
devices, which allowed them to send a message to any other Cupid, 
even across dimensions. Using them did involve turning a small dial 
until the name of the Cupid you wanted to contact rotated into the 
little window, though, which was a bit of a pain, so most Cupids 
didn’t use theirs unless it was urgent or if they really didn’t feel like 
seeking them out in person. 

“Oh! It’s my two-way communicator!” Acquaintanceship exclaimed; 
“Maybe there’s been a break in the case!” 

Removing the speaker device from his hip, Acquaintanceship 
pressed the button on its side. 

“Hello! This is Acquaintanceship-982!” 

“I know who it is, you fool, I’m the one who made the call! This is 
Foreman-964. It has come to my attention that you and the rest of 
the - what do you call it? The Green Furballs? - are looking for a 
missing mail bag for that fool Philatel-426.” 
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“Yes, that’s right. And it’s the Blue 


“I don’t care. Anyway, Philatel has just informed me that some 
VERY IMPORTANT BLUEPRINTS which I need TODAY were in 
that bag!” 

“Really? Important ? Wow! What were they for?” 

“A new warehouse. Best one yet. We’re going to demolish the west 
wing of the D.P.S. to build it. Really a big deal. But that’s not the 
point. The point is -“ 

“You want us to be extra careful now that you know your important 
blueprints are in the bag?” 

“No, no, not at all. I’ve called to inform you that I want you off of the 
case. I’m going to assign some more competent group, like the 
Scarlet Wings. Philatel wasn’t happy about it, of course, said you 
were just the Cupids he wanted on the case (can’t imagine why), 
but, well, I don’t really care what he thinks and there’s nothing he 
can do to stop me. Goodbye!” 

The two-way communicator’s speaker emitted a crackling noise 
before going silent. 

“But - but-“ 

“Oh, no. What a sad turn of events. Truly, I am devastated.” 
Pessimist turned around and began to walk away. 

“Wait! No! Foreman can’t do that! We’re going to find that bag 
anyway, and we’re going to march it directly to him! We’ll show him 
who’s competent!” 

“But, boss... er, well, we’ve kinda checked everywhere, haven’t we? 
We’ve got no leads or evidence or anythin’. I hate to sound like 
Pessimist, but maybe we should just give up.” 
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“No! We’ve just got to think! What Cupid would have done this? 
What Cupid would have the motive? Who would have - have...” 

The lightbulb in Acquaintanceship’s brain went on again. 

“OF COURSE!” 

The rest of the Blue Feather turned and stared at him, perplexed. 
“Er... o’ course what, boss?” 

“I know who did it! I know who stole the bag! It was Philatel! 
Philatel stole the bag!” 

“Erm, haven’t we already accused him?” asked Dandy; “I believe the 
general consensus there was that him stealing the bag would make 
absolutely no sense, and that Larrikin should stop standing on 
desks.” 

“Yes, but it does make sense! Philatel told me that there was nothing 
important in the bag, but clearly, he knew that there was. He stole 
the bag in an attempt to prevent the Department of Construction 
from demolishing the west wing of the Department of Postal 
Services! That’s were he keeps his stamp collection, isn’t it?” 

“Well - yes, but - but why would he have put us on the case to find 
the bag if he stole it? Surely he wouldn’t want it found!” 

“That’s just it! He put us on the case because he thought that we 
were a bunch of fools who could never have found it, just like all the 
other Cupids! But he didn’t count on my expert deductive 
reasoning !” 

“Really, now, aren’t you jumping to conclusions here? We don’t 
know for sure that-“ 

“And what’s more,” shouted Acquaintanceship, “is Marksmanship 
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said that Thymon told him that Philatel was there, but Philatel 
wasn’t in his office! He must have been stealing the bag\” 


Acquaintanceship had a bit of a mad look in his eyes. Upon finishing 
his speech he let out a hint of a mad cackle. 

Larrikin looked warily at him. “Er, boss, I’m all for accusin’ people 
of crimes at the slightest sign of guilt, you know that, but, ah, don’t 
you think we should find out for sure before we barge in there 
again?” 

“Yes! We’ll have to find out for sure! We’ll get him out of his office, 
and see if the bag is there.” 

“But what if he’s destroyed the mail since then?” 

“Destroy mail? Philatel? With all of those stamps? I think not!” 

Dandy cleared his throat. “How, exactly, are we going to get him out 
of his office.” 

“I’ve got an idea!” 




Philatel-426 was sitting in his office. He was in a bit of a bad mood 
after his chat with the Foreman. 

Philatel looked up from the paperwork on his desk. Dandy was 
standing in the doorway, twirling his umbrella. 

“Say there, my good fellow! You seem stressed! How about we take a 
nice stroll?” 

“Er, no thanks, Dandy. I’m quite busy.” 

“Are you - are you quite sure?” 
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“Quite sure, yes.” 

“I’d really advise you to take the walk. You won’t like the other 
option.” 

“Erm... what?” 

Dandy sighed. “I hate to do this, really I do...” 

“Do what ? What are you talking about?” 

“Larrikin! Plan B!” 

“What are you -“ 

Philatel felt a burlap sack go over his head. 

“Hey! What’s going on here?” 

“Toins out I’m really good at quietly sneakin’ inta places through the 
windows and hangin’ upside down from the ceilin’ light! Who 
woulda thought it?” 
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“Get me out of this sack!” 


“Not until you give us the other sack! The mail sack! That you stolel” 
Acquaintanceship rushed into the office. “Ally! Pessimist! Help me 
search the place!” 

“Urn, Pessimist pretended he didn’t see us leave and stayed outside, 
but I’ll definitely help! Oh, I bet that’s it over there, with the ugly 
blanket over it!” 

“Hey! That’s my blanket!” said Philatel, muffled. 

“Oh... that’s what that is! I thought it was a sack of potatoes.” 

Acquaintanceship pulled the blanket off the bag and opened it. 
There, inside, was the missing mail. 

“Aha! I knew it! You thiefl“ 

“Alright, alright, yes! Yes! It's me! I’m the thief! God! I never 
expected you lot to figure it out!...” 

“I didn’t expect it either.” said Pessimist, standing outside the 
window. 

“I just couldn’t let them demolish my beloved stamp wing!” 

“Why didn’t you just get rid of the blueprints?” 

“I didn’t know which envelope it was! There were lots of letters 
going to the Department of Construction! And if I opened them, I’d 
be” he shuddered “tampering with the mail!” 

“And stealing all of the mail is - better than tampering with the 
mail?” 

“Well - now that you mention it, it does sort of seem like a poorly- 
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thought-out plan... but at the time it seemed perfectly reasonable!” 

Dandy raised his metallic eyebrows skeptically. “Honestly, I don’t 
believe that this ever could have seemed a reasonable idea.” 

“Well, Philatel!” continued Acquaintanceship; “we’ve foiled your 
plot! And now everyone will see what the Blue Feather is capable 
of!” 

“Please don’t turn me in to the Department of Discipline! They’ll 
send me on some sort of romanticising quest! You know them!” 

Acquaintanceship looked around. He looked at the lovely carpeting 
and wallpaper. 

“Say, is your stamp collection wing as nice as this office?” 

“Nicer! I couldn’t just let them destroy it!” 

“Hmm... well, maybe we can work something out. Surely you don’t 
need the entire west wing for your stamp collection...” 




Sitting in their new headquarters in a section of the west wing of the 
Department of Postal Services, the Blue Feather congratulated 
themselves on a job well done. 

They had turned in the bag of mail to the rest of the postal workers, 
and it had now been delivered. 

On the other side of the central cloud, the Department of 
Construction were hard at work demolishing the abandoned 
warehouse in which the Blue Feather's Headquarters had once been 
located. Foreman-964 had liked that location even more than the 
west wing. Soon, there would be a newer, nicer warehouse there, 
which would do just about as much good as the old one, but 
Foreman did not care. 
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“Well! I think that this case went... yes, rather well indeed!” said 
Acquaintanceship cheerily, reclining casually in his new chair and 
not falling on the ground. His new desk was rather nice, as well. 

“Yeah, boss! After a while of it not goin’ well, o’ course. D’ya think 
we’ll get another mission soon?” 

“Maybe! Our office is much more professional now! That increases 
our chances, probably!” 

At that moment, the door swung open, and Colonel-028 ran 
through. 

“Help! Help! It’s a matter of national security! Someone has stolen 
my pie, and replaced it with a paper fish! The Scarlet Wings are 
busy! You must help me track down the perpetrator of this heinous 
crime!” 

Acquaintanceship grinned. “Well, it looks like we’ve got another 
mission right now!” 


THE END 
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CUPID FACT FILE #444: 



TECH NOTE: 

Here's the second one of the two Secret 
Societies files I unlocked just for you Cl 
hope you appreciate all the hard work 
and Sphinx-defying involved). I know it 
appears the file has been corrupted but I 
swear that's not on me, it was like that 
when I found it. Promise. 
-Technician-042 


NAME: The Faction of the Fooling Fish 

(note: what the Fish are a faction 

of, precisely, is unknown.) 

HISTORY: a society we Cupids have only recently come 
into contact with, the Faction of the Fooling Fish 

are no laughing matter. 

We Cupids first learned of the Fish on the morning of 
April 29th, 2011 (Prime Earth Time), after the 

venerable Colonel-028 reported that a pie which had 
been cooling on his windowsill had disappeared, and a 
paper fish had appeared in its place. Although the 
Parliament did not wish to investigate this matter 
any further (or at all), Colonel-028 insisted that it 
was a matter of national security, and requested that 
the Scarlet Wings be sent to track down the 

perpetrators of this crime. 

The Scarlet Wings were, however, busy with important 
things, and so the less-elite, mostly untrained 

backup mobile task force, the Blue Feather, were sent 
out instead. The Blue Feather, through no effort of 
their own, managed to stumble upon a trail of pie 
crumbs leading to an unstable dimensional rift which 
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opened into a practical joke-filled warehouse on 
Prime Earth. 

This turned out to be the headquarters of the 
Faction, who quickly appeared when one of the Blue 
Feather stumbled on a squeaky rubber chicken. When 
first questioned on the subject of the dimensional 
rift, the Fish would only state that it was "an April 
Fools' trick", although when questioned further, they 
revealed that they had no clue where it came from but 
decided to take advantage of the situation in honor 
of April Fools' day. When informed that it was April 
29th, the Fish cursed and informed the Blue Feather 
that if the Fish only had their new brainwashing 
device finished, the Cupids wouldn't know that. 

The Blue Feather questioned the Fish as to their 
reason for stealing the pie, to which the Fish 
responded that it was "uproariously funny" and an 
"ingenious prank". Operative Acquaintanceship-982 
quickly informed the Fish that it was not, in fact, 
that — after which the Fish become quite angry and 
attempted to bludgeon him with the above mentioned 
rubber chicken, a venture at which they were not 
successful. 

The Blue Feather managed to nab a pie (unfortunately 
not the right pie, as this one was simply a large 
amount of whipped cream in a pie tin used for 
splatting in faces) and get back through the rift, 
which was closed by the Department of Rifts at the 
C.I.I. (researchers there have warned that the rift 
could reopen, although the Parliament has decreed 
that we shouldn't spend much time worrying about 
unlikely events like that, especially seeing as we 
we're dealing with such an unimportant organization 
as the Faction of the Fooling Fish.). 

Since then, we Cupids have often been pranked by the 
Faction when on missions to Prime Earth, although the 
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Fish are not considered enemies of the Cupids, as 
their pranks are mostly harmless, and mainly consist 
of tricks such as shaking hands while wearing a hand 
buzzer, attaching plastic googly eyes to people's 
possessions, and sticking "Kick me" signs on backs. 
Still, all Cupids are advised to keep alert for that 
brainwashing device the Fish claimed to have, 

because, after all, tOdaY is April Fools dAy . 

Ha ha ha! Those stupid Cupids at the department of documentation! 
They should never have left their bacte door open! of bourse, we don't 
suppose they realized that the rift would really re-open. ~B>ut now that 
we've brainwashed those bumbling buffoons, we're playing an April 
Fools' trlcte, and fooling around with this false-lnformatlon-fllled 
fact file, we'll give you the real scoop on the Faction of the Fooling 
Fish, straight from, our archives. 

NAME: The Faction of the Fooling Fish 

history: One of the greatest secret societies ever created, the 
magnificent Faction, of the Fooling Fish were founded by Archibald 
Flshfllpper, who wotee up one morning with a vague memory of 
purple bunnies or something lltee that and a strong urge to form a 
secret organization and search for Atlantean artifacts. He joined 
with several other people who. Inexplicably, had the same urge, and 
they adopted the noble Fish, most graceful beast of the sea, as their 
symbol. 

However, they soon foun,d that searching for Atlan,tean, artifacts was 
not particularly fun, and Instead moved their focus to a more 
Important cause, adopting the spirit of Flshfllpper's favorite festival 
of fun, April Fools' day! Today, the Fish are beloved worldwide for 
their IjA^eruous ^ran,\zs, and never forget April Fools' day, despite the 
claims of some. 

Truly, the Faction of the Fooling Fish Is the greatest of mysterious 
organizations, better than those marauding magpies or gangrenous 
gorillas - and es^ecia\i}y better than those Cupids, who seem to believe 
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that our •praties are "i^ot clever" aiA,e l that our escapades are "\A,ot 
UMp>orta\A,t enough for elite taste forces". How dare they say that our 
pravOns aren't Ir^geruous ar^d uproarious? Hutm-ph! well, we sure 
showed them, ! who's mostly harmless ia,ow?! mow they shall fear usl 
Bwahahahaha! 


signed, 




ADDENDUM: Recorder Cupid Bibliophile-962 was 
found wandering about during his usual shift 
playing pranks on people, while a member of the 
Faction was found vandalizing this document in 
962's office. 

The Fish was sent back through the rift, which has 
been closed again, and the site is now to be 
guarded by the Blue Feather (as we have decided 
that the Fish are still not a large enough threat 
to warrant the Scarlet Wings), and 
Bibliophile-962's brainwashing has been reversed. 

Although this file was vandalized, we're going to 
use it anyway, as we feel that it tells about the 
Fish accurately enough and also because we don't 
want to rewrite it (we can't erase the Fish's 
portion, of course — they wrote it in indelible 
green ink. The fiends!). 

The Faction's classification has been upped from 
"neutral" to "minor threat". 
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PRESENTS: 



We all peed a purpose ip life. 

It just so bappeps tbat tbe ope cbosep by 
tbe proud n)eti)bers of tbe Crew of tbe 
Copper-Colored Cupids is usipg tbeir patented 
Love Arrows™ to ipake everyone ip tbe 
rpultiverse fall ip love with soipeope else. 
Tbey also bappep to be clockwork robots. 
Witb a very patcby upderstapdipg of wbat 
love, free will or corprpop sepse are. 

But all tbat aside... tbey're pretty splepdid 

fellows, arep't tbey? 

Dive ipto tbe ipad world copcocted by 
Lupap Evezap apd Aristide Twaip ip this 
first sbort story collectiop - featuring 
short stories, Cupid Fact Files 
apd all-pew illustratiops! 



